THE NORTHWARD  DASH

jacket,1 but before I could do it he had fired. The shot
missed. I had now slipped a round into the breech of my
rifle, but thinking that his action might have been de-
fensive, and him perhaps a friend, maybe some Mahri who
mistook me for a Sa'ari, I shouted, "We are Ruwashid.
Fear not, we are Ruwashid."

'He answered, "By my face. I am so-and-so of the Sa'ar,
and we (mentioning his section) are at peace with the
Ruwashid. You have my camels, and we are stronger than
you; thirty men are behind me."

"And I shouted, "Deliver me with my life, my camel, and
my rifle."

'And he answered, "By my face."

cSo I got up. But even as I did so his party came rushing
upon me, not knowing what had passed between him and
me. And one of them drew his dagger and lunged at me'
(here Kilthut put his finger in his mouth and rubbed the
spittle along his forearm to discover the old wound-mark)
'and another stabbed at my companion, but he, jumping
back, was only gashed across the forehead between his two
eyes, though he bled much. But now, God be praised, the
first man who had given us sanctuary came up and
intervened and so our lives were saved.'

'Then you got the worst of it ?'

'Yes! They took our two camels as well as their own, and
our rifles and daggers, although I had been promised mine.
But they honoured their word, for later, when peace was

1 Every Badu in the Rub' al Khali carries his rifle in a rude leather case
to prevent sand from getting into the mechanism. He makes this case
himself, usually from the skin of the antelope or other beast of the chase.
Its tip is often decorated with a gay bunch of leather thongs. The well-to-do
Arab of Oman decorates the stock of his rifle with bands of silver and gold
from the same affectionate sentiment for it.
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